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	Path of Champions

Chapter 1

Results

Red watched eagerly as Professor Oak took the stage. The audience was small, perhaps twenty people at most, but he could feel that almost everyone was as tense as him. Even Blue was displaying an uncharacteristic amount of emotion.

The aging Pokemon professor cast a glance around the room; Red met his eyes for a brief second and felt a shiver go down his spine. He desperately hoped he would not disappoint the man, the help and guidance Oak had given him over the years could never really be repaid, but he could at least try to make him proud.

"Welcome to the world of Pokémon." The hall fell completely silent.

"You might all think that you've all lived in it your entire lives. You have all seen, played and gotten helped by Pokémon your entire lives. But today is different. Outside of the walls of our town and outside the walls of every other town, there exists more danger than you can ever imagine. The tame and friendly Pokémon you have all seen are but shadows of the beasts that roam this world." A couple of people shifted uncomfortably in their chairs at the professors words.

"All of you have been drafted by the League to serve, in one way or another, to protect the world from that danger. From this day and onward you are Pokémon trainers." Red felt his stomach turn in fear and excitements at the words. He already knew it of course but it was another thing to hear it.

"Before me are the results of your aptitude tests." The professor gestured to a stack of folders. "From them your coming position within the League has been decided."

Red wanted, along with the entire hall, just walk up to grab his aptitude results. It had been almost two months since they had taken the test itself and it had been shipped off to the Indigo Plateau to be assessed by League officials. The test itself had consisted of knowledge, intelligence and a practical part; all meant to see where one would do best in League structures. He and Blue were pretty sure that they had nailed most parts of the test.

"Before you see them, for joy and despair, I would just like to remind you all that, whatever the results, you will be doing your part in keeping the world a better place. Every part, every person is needed to keep the world we live in as well as it can be." He fell silent and cast a glance at the folders before continuing on. "If you have any questions about the results or your upcoming tasks, my door will be open all afternoon. If not then I wish you the best of luck in your upcoming tasks." Red watches as he gestured for the front row to go and grab their specific folders and barely restrained himself from trying to jump into the line.

When the Pokémon League drafts a person that individual goes through an aptitude test in order to assess their capabilities. The result from that then places you in a specific section of League structures. Ranging from being a ranger to a healing the tasks varied. If you were lucky you found yourself inside the walls of a city serving in a Pokémon Centre or a research lab. Most likely however you found yourself in the wilds confronting beasts that desired to consume you. For some that was an exciting future, for others a fearful one.

Red didn't really know what to think. As friend to the grandchild of Kanto's most respected professor he had grown up surrounded by Pokémon. Both he and Blue had volunteered for service as soon as they were eighteen, the age of admission, wishing to spend their professional lives surrounded by the wonderful creatures. Sadly enough there was no other way to be granted a trainer licence and without one you were restricted to owning one, League raised, Pokémon at a time. Still he held little wish to serve in the Kanto Armed Forces or Police. Service only lasted five years but it would be five long years if one was assigned somewhere they didn't like.

Or five short years if one was assigned somewhere a little too dangerous.

"Hey, you coming?" Blue asked from his left and Red noticed that the professor had gestured for the remaining people to grab their results. Some people were already looking like they wanted to cry and Red's stomach turned in sympathy and a bit of fear. He wondered for a second if he had done at a terrible mistake committing willingly to this.

He reached the professor together with his friend and the older Oak looked down at them both. A tall man he always had an atmosphere of dominance around him. It was to be expected, Red pondered, from a former League Champion. The professor gave them both their individual results and carried on; he was not one to play favour.

Blue had already rummaged through to the last page of his results before Red had opened the folder and his gasp of excitement declared his satisfaction.

"What you get?" Red asked curiously, still not opening his folder. Blue looked at him with joy and smiled.

"Research assistant to gramps" he almost panted out.

Okay so the man did play favours. As former Champion Red assumed he had a heavy hand in his grandson's results. Blue was not incompetent by any means but Oak was the last professor in Kanto that needed more assistants assigned to him. Stocks of experienced people approached him every year wanting to work for him.

"Come on you slow moron, don't keep me waiting." Blue interrupted him from his thoughts and Red peered down at the folder in his hands. He was afraid he realized.

He opened the folder and flickered through the results. It looked good. Top marks in practical interaction with Pokémon, top ten percentages at the rest. At the end was a comment section detailing a few specific details about his life and living situation.

Then, behind that, was a shin sheet of paper that Red tensely read.

_It is the conclusion of this assessment that you would make an excellent ranger or enforcer. However after consultation with external resources and the addition of new information the League has decided to appoint you as a research assistant to Professor Jury Oak of Pallet Town. We ask that you report to him as soon as possible and wish you all the best in your future endeavours. _

_Bruno Siba  
>Kanto Elite Four<em>

Red blinked at the message. Not only had the professor gone out of the way for his grandson but he had done the same for him. That brought a smile to his lips, the results themselves were great and the assignment was better than he had ever wished for.

"I got the same." He said to Blue and gestured to the result. Blue didn't even seemed surprised and Red wondered if he had known both of their results beforehand. It did not matter he decided.

"So should we report to him now or …" Red asked and looked after the professor. The man had disappeared however and Red assumed he had withdrawn to his office to await personal talks and carry on with other responsibilities.

"Naw he'll be busy with everybody else today I think." Blue said and gazed at some of the other on the room. Red could see on them that they had gotten less favourable results than him and Blue. "We can go tomorrow." He carried on confidently. He cast a quick glance around the room before he leaned in and whispered in Red's ear.

"From what I've seen before he also needs a day to prepare the Pokémon." He winked.

"What Pokémon?" Red asked in confusion.

Blue rolled his eyes at him. _"Our Pokémon_ stupid, the ones he gives to all his new assistants." He paused for emphasis before finishing.

"Our very own starter Pokémon…"

I hope this was a somewhat interesting start despite nothing actually happening. This story will be following a combination of RBY/FRLG games as well as anime and movie elements blended in.


End file.
